230                 LETTERS TO AN UNKNOWN

take good care against the humidity, which,
in the country where you are, goes with
sunset. Take care to be never cold, even if
you should be too warm. I envy you for
being in that beautiful land, where melan-
choly is sweet and agreeable, but I wish that,
to make the comparison better, you went
for a week to Naples. Of all transitions, it
is the harshest and the most amusing I know.
Moreover, it has the advantage of comedy
after tragedy. I do not know if the art of
cooking has progressed in the states of the
Holy Father. In my time it was the abomi-
nation of desolation. It may be that politi-
cal revolutions have levelled the kitchens of
Rome and Naples, and that, gourmet as you
are, you will find them both bad.

I hoped that you would tell me some
stories, or at least your impressions. It
always pleases me to know how things ap-
pear to you. Do not forget to see the
statue of Pompey, which is probably the one
at the foot of which Caesar was murdered;
and if you discover the shop of a man named
Cades, who sells false antiques and pottery,
buy me an intaglio of some old stone.llt be miserable later.you   are worth as much as
